CHAPTER   THREE
The Theatre

DURING carnival a company is playing in the theatre. On
Christmas Day the padrone came in with the key of his
box, and would we care to see the drama? The theatre was
small, a mere nothing, in fact; a mere affair of peasants,
you understand; and the Signor Di Paoli spread his hands
and put his head on one side, parrot-wise, but we might
find a little diversion - un peu de divertiment. With this he
handed me the key,

I made suitable acknowledgments, and was really im-
pressed. To be handed the key of a box at the theatre, so
simply and pleasantly, in the large sitting-room looking
over the grey lake of Christmas Day; it seemed to me a
very graceful event. The key had a chain and a litde shield
of bronze, on which was beaten out a large figure 8,

So the next day we went to see / Spettri^ expecting some
good, crude melodrama. The theatre is an old church.
Since that triumph of the deaf and dumb, the cinemato-
graph, has come to give us the nervous excitement of speed,

- grimace, agitation, and speed, as of flying atoms, chaos,

- many an old church in Italy has taken a new lease of life.
This cast-off church made a good theatre   I realized

how cleverly it had been constructed for the dramatic
presentation of religious ceremonies. The east end is
round, the walls are windowless, sound is well distributed.
Now everything is theatrical, except the stone floor and
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